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Nor emulous of fame thct> artleſs lines 2p 
Thy virtue dictates, and thy charms inſpire ; 
Tis fond affection that the ſong refines, 
And gives the bard an animated fire. 


Fair, without -pride, thy charms diffuſe a ray, 
As bydding flowr's their roſeate ſweets diſplay. 
Senſe, unaffected, blooms in all you write; 
No whim can lead you, no caprice delight. 


Let the cold fon of proſe his paſſion. ſpeak, _ 
Faint is the language, his expreſſions weak ; 
The God of Love demands ſuperior fire, 


Each word will glow, when Phcebus does inſpire. 


When Annie's ſmiles enchant my raptur'd breaſt, 
"Tis in my looks my feelings are expreſt ; | 
E'en the bright Muſes fink beneath the thought, 
And the heart ſpeaks what's never to be taught, 
B 


A SONG. 
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: I. Beauty and Love, with Good- humour combin'd ; 
If Senſe, and each charm that embelliſh the mind, 
Can e er give a proſpect of future delight, 
Who, like me, can pretend to ſo pleaſing a right? 
It is not her face, yet ther bloom would out-vie 
The new budding roſe, or the Tyrian dye : 
It is not her form, yet ſo lovely ſhe moves, 
Grace ſmiles at her ſteps, and each motion approves. 


Tho! theſe are enchanting, and charm the fond heart, 


Tho' Nature adorns her, untutor'd by Art; 


Viet her humour's ſo pleaſing, ſo mild, and ſo gay, 


She charms the fond ſoul till its raptur'd away. 
When to the dull pauſe love and rapture muſt cede, 
Her wit ſtill enlivens and heightens the meed. 

Each year and each hour, each moment will find 
More grace in her perſon, more charms in her mind. 
No wiſh e'er invades her o'er hearts for to reign ; 


The arts of the flirt ſhe rejefts with diſdain. | 
For me, only me, lives each wiſh of her breaſt, 


Say, ” ye fond ſhophede, * bet! 
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Yet friendſhip to thoſe who in goodneſs excel, 

| Whoſe thoughts and expreſſions do never rebel, 

With pleaſure ſhe boaſts, and will ever retain 
An attachment to thoſe, who are friends to. her ſwain. 


A DIALOGUE. 


Wu. you, my Annie, whoſe indulgent heart 
Shares every ſorrow of your lover's ſoul, 

With each gay ſcene, with each enjoyment part, 
Which oft, too oft, thy charming ſex controul ? 


Say then, can pomp, can ſplendor charm the mind 
| Where Love in triumph ſways each captive thought ; 5 
| Or what is wealth, in all its luſtre ſhrin'd, | 
To love, by honor and refinement taught ? 


Yet ſtill, dear Maid, the ſoul receſſes find 
Where all around a gloomy proſpect wears, 

When ſultry winds relax the wearied mind, 8 
Aud ſickneſs opens a new ſcene of cares. 
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Why wake the breaſt to fancied dreams of woe, 
What gloom can darken where our joys reſide; 
Where virtue reſts, there happineſs will glow, 
And .grief dare not approach the happy bride. 


Again reflect; far from your native home, 
* a 

In Aſia's diſtant clime, we're doom'd to ſtay, 
Will not the mind on other pleaſures roam, 


Where * their gaudy ſcenes diſplay? 


Ceaſe ſuch E tho: Aſia's diſtant clime 

Dooms me to wander from our much-lov'd ſoil, 

Yet love and friendſhip reach more bliſs ſublime 
Than gaudieſt pleaſures, that too oft recoil. 


7 &Then, gentle partnet of my raptur'd ſoul, 
Bliſs will attend us whatſoe'er our fate 5 
Nor can ill fortune e er thoſe joys controul | 

Which will on love and honour ever wait. 
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On the Death of a favourite Bird. 


A DIEU, melodious warbler, tho' in vain | | > 
My plaintive notes attend thy ſilent tomb, 
Sweet was thy voice, and ſoft thy gentle ſtrain; 
Vet fate unmuſical decreed thy doom. 
Alas! how oft thy heay'nly tuneful ſong 
0 Cheer'd the lone hours along the liquid main, 
How varying from the Indian plumed throng 
That flutter ſpeechleſs o'er the ſultry plain. 
Oft with my friends, while mutual converſe charm'd, 
Thy voice attun'd us to the lovelieſt themes ; 
For muſic pleas'd us, and our friendſhip warm'd, 
Bruch as old bards have ſung in viſion'd dreams. 
And yet, methought, in ſtill more beauteous ſtrain 
You hail'd with tranſport my fond nuptial hour : 
While love attended with his cherub train, 
Your ſong ſtill added with enchanting pow'r ! 
Adieu! in vain, alas! thy notes I praiſe, 
Crown'd and adorned by thy miſtreſs tear, 
Oh! cou'd that tear thy pleaſing muſic raiſe, 
Which once delighted every tuneful ear! 
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Lars I ſaw the bluſhing roſe 
All its radiant charms diſcloſe, 

Gay and ſweet her beauties ſpread, 
Proud ſhe rais'd her blooming head : 
Flatt'ring ſtrangers, as they paſt, | 
Swore her charms wou'd ever laſt; 
The tale was ſcorn'd, the roſeate flow'r 
Pointed to a pendant ſhow'r; _ 

Bid the lovely ſex beware, 

Tho', like her, they too were fair, 
Yet that chance might ſpoil a face, 


| Which ſenſe and judgement did not grace: 


To me a longer term's denied, 


The thow'r comes on; ſhe droop'd and died. 


ARise, 


r = 


. Arie, my Annie, tis the day 
5 That gave thy beauties birth, 

. Ariſe, and all thoſe charms diſplay 
That give an 2 to worth, 


Q 8 See how des hipping play, | | x 5 
| | The ſongſters, in the ſweeteſt notes, 7 
J All hail the ſmiling lovely day, 5 
is And warble through _— — 


E'en Nature, now, with ſmiling face, 
Darts a more than chearful ray, 


To ſee thy ever-blooming grace 
n 


Een Cynthia moves with quicker bound, DT. 
OS And jumps to ſce her maſter's joy | 
| My ſong for ever will reſound, 

And Annie all its notes employ. 
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1 | 1 beauty wakes the tuneful vein, 
| 5 7 ſing the faireſt of the plain, — 
Tis Annie of the vale; 

At Bamff ſhe warbled ſweet her ſong, 


Exceeding all the vocal throng, 
The pride of every dale. 


The rival Graces round her bet: 

See all the Nine now pay their court, 
To Annie of the vale; 

While wit and ſenſe encircling nd, 

With rapture tread the hallow'd ground, f 
And warble thro' the dale. 7 


Much of beauty has been ſung 
By all the Muſes' graceful tongue, 
Far Annie of the vale; 


And yet not all the vocal aid 
. Couꝰ d paint the blooming lovely maid, . 
This pride of ev'ry dale. | | 


\ | Cov'p* 


Coup « expreſſion paint the lover's breaſt, 
Or ſketch the ſoul with ev'ry tranſport bleſt? 
Cou' d language figure the fond raptur d hour, ; 
That gave to life, with fuch benignant pow'r, | 

The treaſure of my ſoul. The ſmiling ſong, 

Wou' d breath enchantment to. th' aſtoniſh'd throng, 

i Hail, pow'r ſupreme! to whoſe divine decree 
I owe all rapture ; Heav'n! tis love of thee ! 
But language finks--the big, the teeming heart 
. Alone can feel, alone can bear a part, 
Thee, thee, alone, my God, the ſoul can view, 
Alone it's. thoughts, it's extacies purſue, | 
Of wit, of beauty, let the poet ſing; 
I! give the lovelieſt tribute of the ſpring, 

A grateful heart; let ev'ry action ſhine, 
My ev'ry with and ev'ry care be thine: 

Be mine to watch the wiſhes of thy youth! 
Be mine to love with extacy and truth ! | ; 
Be mine to guard thee from ſurrounding harms, 
To ſoften care, to pleaſe and ſooth alarms ! 


| D Be mine 
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5 Be mine to hang with tranſport on thy worth, 
Io guide thy genius and adore thy birth! 
And when with age the raptur'd ſcene ſhall range, 
Tho &en old age thy beauties dare not change; 
A fond attention ſhall each hour employ, 
And friendſhip ſtrengthen'd yield perpetual joy. 
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Ix vain my judgment dictates to my heart 
When her ſweet ſmile# on other objects play, 
In vain it tells me, while I feel the ſmart, 
Yours is her ſoul, altho' her ſmiles may ſtray. 
"Tis true in love a thouſand anxious cares 
The throbbing ſoul at ev'ry look may feel ; 
Tho! the tongue loiters to expreſs its fears, 
Yet what is really felt the eyes reveal. 
Where love prevails, and where no glitt'ring joy 
Exceeds the fond and elegant deſire, 
She will thoſe graces, and thoſe ſmiles employ, 
To animate the happy lover's fire. 
And did neglect one moment ſeize her mind, # 
While round the gay, her wandring looks were roll'd 
Cou'd ſhe but view how much the ſoul repin'd, 
She'd drop a fearful tear, by love controul'd : 
So wou'd ſhe feel, did love her ſoul poſſeſs, 
Were I to wanton with a foreign fair; 
In either ſex, th' indelicate exceſs a 
Will fill a lover's mind with anxious care. 
| Tho' I a rival view in ev'ry friend, | N 
She will forgive the frenzy of my ſoul; 
Becauſe in love congenial thoughts attend, 
And bow, with rapture, to the ſame controul. 
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No pomp of dreſs, of charms no vain parade, 
No idle ſhow of beauties beſt conceal'd, | 
Fer pleaſe, or lead aſtray the heav'nly maid, 
| Where nature regins, by artifice unſtcel'd. 
What pleaſure can a gen'rous boſom feel, 
To wound the mind that idolis'd her charms, 
The charms of nature ſhe will ſtill conceal, 
Fearful to give a gen'tous mind alarms. 
For ſuch a maid her wealth let India pour, 
Let Tagus* ſand be all a mine of gold, 
Let rich Potoſi yield her ſilver ore, 
And be by fame to future ages told. 
Her age, if age can viſit ſuch a mind, 
With joy, and honor, ſhall be waft along. 
And dignify ſome tuneful poet's ſong. 
What language then can paint my happier fate? 
Who, bleſt in ſuch 'a wife as poets frame, 
Each hour, each day, with more than bliſs elate, 
| Give me far more than wealth, or pow'r, or fame. 
For what, alas! are riches, fame, or pow'r, 
Where joys domeſtic wait not on the mind? 
Fame) Wiches, pow'r, are but a penſive dow r, 
Where love and fond affections do not bind. 
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Orr you aſk, my Annie, ſome verſes to write, 96 

Nor aſk me in vain, tis your looks that indite, 

Who can view all thoſe beauties that play in your face, 
And not feel far the moment a ſpark of the grace? 

I ſee you look o'er me, een now while I rhime, 

And think by your looks for to make it ſublime, 

And, in troth, it is juſt at the time I rehearſe, 

And it muſt be divine; you're the theme of my vgrie. 

Shou'd I ſpeak of your eye, as it ſparkles along, 

All the world wou'd. declare, twas an excellent ſong ; | 

Shou'd I ſpeak of your lips, from whence manna does flow, 

The heart of each hearer, I fancy, wou'd glow. 

But as no expreſſion your talents cou'd paint, 

P11 finiſh my ſong, for I'm ſure twou'd be faint: 

For tho' all your merits are grav'd in my heart, 

Pm clear there's no language their worth can impart. . 
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| Tu O' Sappho tun'd her Paphian lyre, 
And ev'ry line breath'd ſoft deſire, 
Tho' gay and elegant her ſtrain, 
Cold and averted was the ſwain.: 


| Yet, when my Annie wakes the ſtrings, 
| Wheneer ſhe ſpeaks, whene'er ſhe ſings, 
Whengwit is warbling thro the ſong, 
The faireſt of the vocal throng.. 
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6 Her raptur'd ſwain with ardor glows, 
Thro' ev'ry vein th' infection flies, 

In rapid tides the paſſion flows, 
Immortal, tho' beneath the ſkies. 


Such is the pow'r that virtue yields, 
And ſuch the pleaſure it imparts; 
Beauty and innocence it ſhields, 
And awes the moſt obdurate hearts, 
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| Why, as old poets ſing, 
Hell's dreadful king 
From his dark realms up-roſe to earth, 
He look'd like Fate, | 
In $loomy ſtate, , 
An awful figure of infernal birth! 


Around he caſt his piercing eyes, 

And ſaw the lovely prize, * 
Fair Proſerpine, alone: ö | | 
He mark'd her for his own: 


Around his arms he preſt the lovely maid, 

Aw'd at his fight, all trembling and afraid; \ 
With anguiſh'd eye, and fearful look, 

While all her frame with terror ſhook, | 
The bluſhing roſe, fair beauty's pride, x 
Fled from her face and died. WW 


CHORUS, 
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"Fed CHORUS. 
With anguiſh'd eye, and fearful look, _ 
While all her frame with terror ſhook, ) 
The bluſhing roſe, fair beauty's pride, 
Fled from her roſy cheeks and died. 
Y As thro' the main the fair was waft along, 
Soft muſic warbled to the vocal ſong ; 
Love and empire rais'd the ſtrain, ; 
= glory of immortal reign: | 
Th' aerial ſpirits ſweetly ſung, 
How ever fair and gaily young, 5 þ 
Bright Proſerpine for ever ſhould remain: | | 
Blooming joy ſhould court her hand, | . 
Empreſs of a glorious land ; | 
Pow'r and pleaſure yield delight, 
Exceeding far a mortal ſight, . 
In happy hour, J 
Bchold the pow'r ä : 
That er new- born. reign. 


5 / CHORUS, 


EP Pow and pleaſure, ker ne 
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Charm'd with the voice, with half-rais'd eyes, 
The awe-ſtruck fair attempts to riſes _ 
She view'd the God, and ev'ry fear began again: 

The ſweet muſician ſaw the pow'r, | 
Pleas'd he caught the dubious hour: 
Immortal beauty fill'd the flute, 

All was filence, all was mute. 

No wave or wihd diſturb'd the curling main, + 
She comes, ſhe comes; our empreſs view | 
Spring will ev'ry charm renew; 

Autumn brings her choiceſt fruit, 
Orpheus ſtrings the ſounding lute; 
Wreaths of laurels wait her head, 
Hymen crowns her nuptial bed. 
Such beauty alone 
Deſerves the bright throne ;. 
No mortal before 
We cou'd ever adore, 
But yield with delight to fair Proſerpine's ni. 


5 CHORUS. 
Such beauty, &c. 


The beauteous fair one ſmil'd, with downcaſt look, 


For fear had not her lovely frame forſock; 
Contending paſſions warm'd her mind, 
— No the glow d and now repin'd: 
F 
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Wake your lyre, bright Orpheus cry'd, 
See beauty's Queen and Pluto's bride ; 
Ope flew the gates, in grand parade, 
Night never ſaw ſo bright a maid. 
In rapt amazement ſtood the cheral band, | 
Orpheus thrice ſtruck the lute, and Pluto wav'd his hand. 
Let the lyre's perſuaſive ſound 
To notes of harmony rebound ; | 
Let your gayeſt, ſofteſt ſtrain, . 
Teach love to flow in ev'ry vein ; 
Raiſe ev'ry voice in tuneful lay, 
Till the bright maid forgets the day. 
CHORUS, 
Let the lyre's, &c. 
Bright Orpheus quitted the fair realms above, 
Venus his guide, the potent queen of love; } 
Love pierces thro' the awful gloom of night, | 1 
And revels here with ev'ry gay delight: 
'Thro' theſe dark ſhades, th* Elyſian ſcene, 
| Ever roſeate, ever green, 55 . 
, Thro' verdant paths conducts to ev'ry joy, 


No age impedes, and no poſſeſſions cloy ; 


Immortal youth attends your bleſt retreat, 
And blooming health fits ſmiling at your feet. 


 Fleeting | 
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Fleeting are the joys that wait 
On earthly beauty, wealth, or ſtate ; 


Ever ranging, 
Always changing, 
Is a mortal's fickle mind; 
Now high in air, 
Now full of care, | 
Never pleas'd and ne er reſign d. 
CHORUS, 
Fleeting are the, &c. | Y 
Triumphal cars appear thro' myrtle bow'rs, 
And ſweet perfumes deſcend in ambient pow rd; 
| Wreaths of gay laurels crown her lovely head, 
The brilliant's luſtre, and the pearly bed 
Were rifled all ; joy ſparkled in her eyes, 
She thought twas heav'n; forgetful of the ſkies. 
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PROLOGUE, 


\ 6 INTENDED FOR THE BEAUx STRATAGEM, 


Wuar various ſcenes this chequer'd life ſupplies ; 

Whim fires the thought, and in a moment dies. 
The ſtage each character deſcribes, thro” life, 

The witty vagrant, -and the ſullen wife: EET 

In the gay world, tis faſhion rules the eroud, 
og Ihe wit and witling, filent and the loud; . 

Each has his faſhion; Sullen quaff d his pot, 

Archer a Cherry, and the Dame her plot: 
When ſpouſe 1s at the tavern, tho' not jealous, 

Nature will lead you to the pretty fellows : 
x Such ſcenes our poet ſketches to the life, 

b | Paſſions and honour ne'er ſhou'd_be at ſtrife; ; 
1 Together they ſhou'd march on, hand in hand, | 
Þ As a firm phalanx4 an unconquer'd band! 

Such ſcenes, tho? frequent in a northern clime, 
Are here unknown, but in the poet's rhyme. 

In ſtratagem the beaux here cannot ſhine, 
For ſpouſe is true, and ev'ry fair divine. 
Our thoughts alone, whene'er we ſup or dine, 
Are all employ'd on Hyder and Souffrein; 
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A little ſcandal, too, may be allow d, 

To pleaſe the envious, or the giddy croud: 
Do you applaud, whole clouds of incenſe riſe, 

And in your ſmiles, ye fair, een envy dies. 
For ſhou'd whole Britain bring her lovelieſt ball, 
Malice will own you far exceed them all. 

If wit, if beauty, virtue, claim the prize, 

"Tis given to the Eden of your eyes. 
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Har: I hear the chokee-boat ! 
Hail her in the loudeſt note; 
Bring the packet quick aſhore, 
Once again our hopes reſtore. 
Bring the packet, Ke. 
Ruin in each line is "IA 
Drawn by envy, ſketch'd by ſpleen : 
Let the bottle quickly paſs, 
Drown affliction in the glaſs. 
Let the bottle, &c. 


As the fox was out of breath, 


Terriers hunted him to death : 


Now he pants, and now he flies, 


All his tender offspring dies. 
Now he pants, & c. 


hs ſink, and chiefs are hurl'd, 
Who divided all the world: 


Now they try the pow'r of wit, 
- Now they ſink into the pit. 


Now they try, &c. 


PO EM S. 


Two cheſts from Brown and Co. remain, 


All the roſy goblet drain; 
Then 'tis time to weep and wail, 
f 
There's no doctor for the jail. 
Then 'tis time, &c. 
Poor religion, thou art_gone, a 
Vain are all thy ſleeves of lawn: 
For the Court is grown ſo nice, 
They give us parſons at half price. 
Mourn, ye Indians! for your fame, 
Ruin 'd proſpects, injur d name; 
Vet, while Brown bis wine will give, 
Strive with fate, and jocund live. 
Yet, while, &c.. . 


Then puſh about the jocund bowl, 
Write the Board of high Controul ;/ 
The Court will ſurely drop a tear 
O'er our-youth's untimely bier. 

The Court will, &c. 
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ON ANNIE'S BIR T H. D A V. a 


IN IMITATION OF OSSIAN. 


| Im FT as the ſun o'er Larmon's verdant height 
Rolls the bleſt years, impregnate with delight ! | ES 
Not Selma's hall, where harps harmonious hung, 
And ancient bards their tuneful tranſports ſung, 
Cou'd vibrate ſweeter on the ſpheres above, 
Or echo rapture to the voice of love: 
Years that are oer, how bliſsful have they paſt, 
Joy led them on, and may they ever laſt! 
The paſt I ſeize, invoke the tuneful throng, 
| And, copying Offian, pour them forth in ſong. 
TR Like muſic riſing on the trembling ſtrings, ; 
The voice of Annie raptures as ſhe ſings. 
Light of my thoughts! oh liſten to my lays, 
The paſt I rev'rence, and the future praiſe: 
Bright are her eyes, as ſtars that gild the ſpheres, 
And ſhow their luſtre thro' the vernil tear: 
The wand'ring ſailor marks the ſign on high, 
| Blefling the lovely beams that grace the ſky. 
; From year to year, till time's remoteſt day, 
May Annie live, and ev'ry hour be gay! 
And may the feaſt in each ſucceeding morn 
Proclaim the day my lovely wife was born 
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W 1TH Venus «a Bacchus 1 ill muſt agree; 


They both yield their pleaſures, and. both ſmile on me. 

To the fair one my love and my lands J reſign, g 

And drink health to friendſhip in goblets of wine. 

The roſe paints the cheek of the maid I adore, 

"Tis blended with lilies; what can 1 ſay more? 

| "Then friendſhip will laugh, as I fill up the glaſs, 

And toaſt ev'ry bliſs to the ſweet-dimpled laſs: 

Ye lovers, who pine, and who fink in alarms, 

The fair will not frown on what heightens their an 

Thus the roſeg, the daiſies, the new-ſpringing flow'r 

Receive a freſh fragrance from each vernal ſhow'r. 

"Tis wit at the feaſt gives a zeſt to the bowl, 

| Where beauty ſhou'd reign and enliven the foul ; 

And wit, love, and wine, what mortal can ſcorn 

They ſoften our eve, and enlighten our morn. 

The wife, at the cloſe of life's ebbing tide, 

Learns a leſſon from friendſhip, when paſſions ſubſide, 

The boſom of age, when enliven'd by wine, | 

With joy thinks of love, though compell'd to refgn. 
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As mem' ry hangs on Mary's doom, 
Soſt as the dying ſwan ſhe mourns z. 


© While pity, weeping o'er her tomb, 


'Bedews it with a falent tear. 


* The roſe that blofſom'd in her face, 


Her auburn locks, her hazle cen, 
Cou'd not, tho mix d with ev'ry grace, 

Protect her from the ruthleſs queen.. 
She met her fate ſerene 12 mild, 


All gentle as the ev'ning breeze; 
/ Go then, ſweet reſignation's child, 


And mingle with the ſaints above? 


In life's lone vale, where cou'd ſhe fly R 


No fiſter wept her plaintiye fate; 


No gallant ſon, with pitying eye. 


For Mary dropt the tear of grief. 


